'Oh, no, Mother, I told you it is too little for God. He is big and my
heart is just little, just like—well, you see just like a little grain of seed/
'But think of all the hearts there are in the world: children's hearts and
grown-up people's hearts, all together they make a great big fire for God
to keep him warm.7
4 Oh, but he needs food, or he will get very hungry. We must give him
something to eat. He is very kind you know. We must take care of him,'
'He does not eat. He lives on love. He is never hungry if he has enough
love.'
'But, Mother, we should send him something just the same. We should
make a big bouquet of flowers for him. You know he loves flowers. And
he loves shells, too. You see, all the shells of the sea come to him. They
bring him food and flowers and everything he needs. I want to send him
something.'
'Send him your love by being good, minding your Mother and Father.
You should also work if you want to please God.'
'Oh, I am working. I swept the sitting room. I brushed Svetlana's dress
for her, I rubbed Auntie Maginel's poor neck. I work very hard. Do you
have to mind God too?'
'Certainly.'
'And Father too?'
'Of course.'
'Would God punish you if you and Father were not good?'
'God never punishes, we punish ourselves/
'Would God punish me if I were not good?'
'No, but I would have to punish you if I could not make you good by
being nice to you. I don't like to do it, but I have to do it so God can be
warm in your heart. He is very cold and sad when you are not good.'
'Is he warm right now?'
'Very.'
'Mother, I wish I could see him.'
It became very quiet in the room. In another moment she was asleep.
And so these three books within a book. A fourth to come.
All of them to the Anna who is my mother.
To the Ivan (John) whose daughter
Olga Ivanovna, called Olgivanna, is
Mother to lovanna—little 'John Anna' . ..
the last of the generation calling me father. Svedana included . , .
And to Olgivanna herself.
Because, but for her this book were never written.
POSTLUDE
Here on this low hill in the valley there is Freedom to make life and
work really synonymous terms. In the retrospect is a vast panorama of life.
Human experience a colourful tapestry shot through with threads of gold.
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